CONFESSIONAL

He had a coffin of walnut'tree. Sir John Denham
said 'twas the finest coffin he ever saw." Of Ben
Jonson, Aubrey writes; "I have heard Mr. Lacy,
the player, say that he was wont to wear a
coat like a coachman's coat, with slits under the
armpits," probably because big, stout Ben per'
spired freely. Hobbes "became very bald in his
old age, yet within doors used to study and sit
bare-headed, and said he never took cold in his
head, but that the greatest trouble was to keep off
the flies from pitching on the baldness."

It is clear that Aubrey had a perfect conscious'
ness of the peculiarities of his task. He is not igno'
rant that Harvey discovered the circulation of
the blood, but he prefers to note that that great
man spent his sleepless nights in walking about
his chamber in his shirt, that he -wrote a very bad
hand, and that theLondondoctors would not have
given threepence for one of his prescriptions. He
is sure that he has enlightened us about Bacon
when he explains that he had ""a delicate, lively
hazel eye, like the eye of a viper.1"1

But Aubrey is not so great an artist as Holbein.
He cannot fix for eternity an individual by his
special features. He gives life to an eye, to the
nose, the leg, or the pout of his models; he cannot
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